POUR        TALES        BY        ZELIDE

filled with tedium. Sometimes I rest and recreate
myself by taking a little walk with my daughter, or
even, as to-day, by sitting alone opposite an open
window which looks out over the lake. I thank
you, mountains, snow, and sunshine, for all the
happiness that you give me. I thank you, Author
of all that I see, for having willed that these things
should be so agreeable to contemplate. Oh
sinking and admirable beauties of nature, every
day my eyes admire you, every day you make
yourselves felt in my heart!...

LETTER XVII
(The same)

My dear friend, you have given me even more
pleasure than you anticipated by saying that the
silhouette of Cecilia pleased you so much, and that

the stones of the Chevalier de X------had made

you very curious to see both mother and daughter.
Very good; it only depends on you to enjoy the
felicity. My daughter is losing her gaiety through
the restraint that she has imposed on herself. If
that continued much longer I should fear her
losing her freshness, even perhaps her health.
During some days past I have been reflecting how
to avert a misfortune which is terrible to me even
in imagination, and which would be intolerable in
reality. When congratulated on her good manners
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